CHAPTER XXXVIII

WA3SDEREBS AND WAR COBRESPONDBNT9

BEFORE I became a resident of that Fitzroy Bohemia
which I have described in this book I used to make
frequent excursions into a Bohemia which had its
headquarters in the region of Fleet Street. This was,
as most persons would naturally assume, a Bohemia of
young authors, and journalists, and actors, and of
others who sought introduction into such companion-
ship. There was a literary club which used to meet
in a Fleet Street hotel. I am sorry to say I have
forgotten the name of the club, and I do not know
whether it still exists or has passed into nothingness.
George Augustus Sala was one of its members, and
so were William Black and Torn Hood and Hain
Friswell, and many other old friends of mine belonged
to it. It was there that I first met Eichard Burton,
the renowned traveller and explorer, the fearless sol-
dier, the brilliant writer, the dare-devil seeker of ad-
venture, the fascinating companion. . I do not know
whether the writers of novels and of descriptive pas-
sages in newspapers had got into the use of the word
magnetic at that time as an adjective illustrating the
.attractive or commanding powers of some man or
woman. If the word was then in use it certainly
must have been often applied to the influence of
Richard Burton, The first moment one met him the
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